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Summary: 


Billy and Steve open up about their relationship with the people that 
matter most to them. 


(Wednesday, January 16—Sunday, January 20, 1985) 


Is There Something I Should Know? 
Author's Note: 


It's been awhile since I updated this series. Hope this 
is worth the wait! 


POVS in this fic: Max, Billy, Steve, and Dustin. 


Content warnings: Referenced child abuse, sex, 
choking during sex (just a lil bit), coming out and 
allll the feelings surrounding it. 


Max took another swig of her Coke as Dustin illustrated his points 
about time travel by drawing a scattered series of lines and circles 
and spirals on a page in his notebook. They had gone to her house 
after school that day to study for a test they had in their shared 
history class, with the agreement that Dustin would be gone by the 
time her mom and stepdad got home from work. Well, really by the 
time Neil got home. It wasn't like Max wasn't allowed to have friends 
over; she was. It was just that none of her friends here had met Neil 
before and Max kind of wanted to delay that inevitability for as long 
as she could. Neil, and Neil's moods, were unpredictable. When the 
time came that he met any of her friends, whether they were boys or 
girls (and Max had been becoming more friendly with some of the 
girls in her class), Neil might be friendly, welcoming, and normal. 


Or he might come home in a rage and start yelling at Billy for 
something stupid, like parking his car two inches away from where 
he should have. He had never hit Billy in front of non-family 
members. But there was no guarantee that he never would. Max 
really didn't want to be known as the Girl With The Crazy Stepdad. 


"It's definitely possible," Dustin insisted. "We just don't have the 
technology to pull it off. Yet." He paused for a second. "Maybe," he 
added. 


"I didn't say it wasn't possible," Max said. "I mean, shit, Dustin, after 
everything we've seen and done, it would be pretty insane to not 
believe that time travel wasn't a possibility. I'm just saying 


it shouldn't be done." 


"How can you say that?" Dustin's jaw dropped. "If we harness time 
travel, we could go back in time and...and prevent wars." 


"Yeah, but then what?" she countered. "Like, yeah a bunch of people 
wouldn't have died in the past. But it wouldn't prevent war from 
happening now. And we have more advanced weapons now, so the 
wars would be so much worse, especially since we wouldn't have 
learned anything from past wars or created laws around wars." 


"How do you know we would still have wars, though?" Dustin 
argued. 


"Because the human race is shitty like that," Max shrugged. She 
drained the rest of her soda. Her new friends called it "pop". Max 
thought that was one of the weirder quirks of the Midwest. 


"You're so pessimistic!" Dustin exclaimed. "You're from California! 
Aren't you supposed to be, like, 'peace and love'?" 


"That's pretty reductive, don't you think?" 


Max and Dustin looked up from where they were sitting on the floor 
in Max's room. Billy was leaning against the doorframe, looking down 
at them. His eyes traveled down to look at their set-aside textbooks 
and notes. 


"How's the studying going?" he continued. Max rolled her eyes. Just 
because Billy had a regular tutoring job now, he seemed to think he 
was, like, the expert on all things school. And yeah, Billy was smart 
and got good grades and everything, but a week ago he had changed 
a lightbulb without turning the switch off first. Nothing happened, 
thankfully, but that was a stupid thing to do. And anyway, Max's 
grades were just as good as Billy's were, so it wasn't like she ever 
needed to ask for his help. 


"It's going fine," Max said coolly. 


"Really?" Billy cocked an eyebrow. "'Cause you guys sounds pretty off- 
task if you ask me." 


"Well, no one asked you," Max said. "So go away." 


Billy remained where he was, leaning against the door frame with his 
arms crossed over his chest, smirking like the annoying asshole that 
he was. 


“Weirdest conversation to hear through a wall, just in case you were 
wondering,” he said. 


“We weren’t. Now fuck off.” 


Dustin’s eyes darted between the two of them, like he was nervous 
that the teasing would escalate to an actual fight that would be 
awkward to witness as both an outsider and an only child. 


“Are you even allowed to have boys in your room, Max?” Billy 
teased. 


“Are you?” she shot back automatically. 


She didn’t mean anything by it—really, she didn’t, it was just the first 
comeback that popped out of her mouth—but even so, Billy stood up 
straighter and the smirk fell from his face, leaving behind an almost- 
questioning, almost fearful expression. 


Max wasn’t sure what nerve she had just hit. But she knew that she 
hit one without even meaning to. 


"Our parents are going to be home in, like, fifteen minutes," he said 
to Dustin. "So, you might want to head home. You have your bike, 
right?" 


"Yeah," Dustin said quickly. He started to get his things together, 
shoving them into his backpack. 


Max checked her watch; Billy wasn't lying about the time. She 
walked Dustin to the door and watched him get on his bike and ride 
off. 


Billy barely talked to her for the rest of the night, leaving Max to 
wonder what exactly she said to him that set him off so badly. 


"Baby," Steve groaned into his ear, pressing his fingertips harder into 
Billy's hips as he bounced up and down on his cock, holding onto the 
driver's seat for stability. 


They were in the backseat of the Camaro, parked in an empty, unlit, 
and unfenced-off construction lot in Loch Nora. A new house was 
being built there, but for now, the land was unoccupied and perfect 
for clandestine encounters. 


The backseat was a bad choice—it was cramped and Billy had to lean 
forward to avoid smacking his head on the roof as he rode Steve, his 
back to Steve's front. But it wasn't totally bad; couldn't be all bad 
with Steve filling him up and hitting all the right spots and calling 
him baby in that deep, throaty voice he had whenever they had sex. 


And besides, they didn't really have a choice; by the time Billy's 
tutoring session had ended (late because the kid—Brett—had an 
after-school detention), Steve's parents had come home. Steve had 
locked his bedroom door and snuck out of his window to run to 
Billy's car for a quickie. He swore he would be able to sneak back 
inside without his parents even realizing that he had gone. Said he 
was like a ninja. 


Steve leaned forward a bit and reached around to stroke Billy's dick 
and attach his lips to his neck, to that hypersensitive area of skin 
right behind his ear. Billy shivered and moaned, riding Steve harder 
and faster. Steve moaned again against his skin. Billy was so close. He 
was hot and shaky in that delicious more more more kind of way. 


Steve, still pumping Billy's cock, snaked his other hand around, 
spreading his palm over Billy's chest. He moved his hand again, 
reaching up and landing just above Billy's collarbones. Then, 
cautiously, Steve moved his hand again, this time to his throat, 
touching him so lightly that only his fingertips were grazing his skin. 
Billy's breath hitched. Heat pooled in his stomach. 


"Yeah?" Steve asked shakily. 
"Yeah," Billy gasped. 


Steve's hand circled around his throat. The touch was still light. But it 


was doing something for Billy. He bit back a small whimper. Steve's 
hips jerked up, making him whine. 


"Harder," he begged. He covered Steve's hand with his own to clarify. 


Steve got the message. He squeezed the sides of Billy's throat just a 
little bit harder. It didn't make Billy dizzy or anything and he wasn't 
struggling to breathe. But just the thought that Steve 
could easily choke him that hard pushed Billy over the edge. He jaw 
dropped open and he came silently, vaguely grateful that he was 
facing away from Steve because he was sure that his "O Face" looked 
stupid as hell. Steve's hips stuttered beneath him. He moaned deeply 
and brokenly. He took his hand off of Billy's throat and pressed slow, 
lazy kisses on where his fingers had been pressed as they steadied 
their breath. 


Billy moved off of Steve's lap and grabbed some tissues from the 
glove compartment; Steve balled the condom up in one and shoved it 
into his jeans' pocket when he pulled them back on. 


"So, choking, huh?" Steve teased as Billy righted his clothes. 


"Shut up," Billy giggled. He leaned in to plant a kiss on Steve's stupid, 
smirking lips. 


"Hey, so I actually wanted to talk to you about something," he said as 
he and Steve climbed back into the front seats so that Billy could 
drop Steve off at his house. 


"What's up?" 
Billy hesitated. 


"I want to tell Max," he finally said. "About us. I just...look, I'm just 
afraid that she's gonna say something, like 'oh, why are you hanging 
out with Steve so much' or...or something in front of my dad and...and 
it'll just turn into a whole thing. I just...I just think it'll be better if she 
knows so that she knows to watch what she says." 


"Yeah," Steve nodded. "Yeah, I think that's a good idea." 


"Okay," Billy breathed. "Okay, cool." 


"I want to tell Nancy and Jonathan," Steve said. "They're our friends. I 
feel shitty lying to them about something like this." 


"Okay," Billy said after a moment. He was nervous about telling 
Nancy. He was dating her ex-boyfriend. 


"And I want to tell Dustin." 
"Steve," Billy protested. 


"I can't lie to that kid anymore, babe," Steve said. "He asks me for girl 
advice, like, every week. He trusts me with really personal shit. Like, 
really personal. If he figures it out on his own, or if he finds out 
somehow without it being me who tells him, he'll take it really 
personally. I don't want to be just another asshole who disappoints 
him, you know?" 


Dustin's father had died when he was a baby and his mother had had 
two broken off engagements. He didn't have any siblings and he 
didn't even have any cousins or uncles who he felt particularly close 
too. Steve was basically the only positive male role model that Dustin 
had. Billy knew what that was like. When it came down to it, the 
only male role model that he had was his father...and he was a 
shining example of what Billy didn't want to be like. 


"He won't tell anyone," Steve added softly. "If that's what you're 
worried about. I promise you, Dustin won't tell anyone." 


Billy nodded. 


"That's it, though," Billy said. "We're only telling Max, Dustin, 
Jonathan, and Nance. Agreed?" 


"Agreed," Steve smiled. He squeezed Billy's hand. 


On Friday after school, Max rolled up to Billy's car in the parking lot 
on her skateboard, feeling confident that she aced her history test. 
Billy was leaning against the car, smoking a cigarette. He'd been 
cutting back lately, but he still smoked, especially when he was 
nervous about something or after Neil had laid into him. 


"Hey," she said. Billy nodded at her. "I totally killed that test." 
"Nice," he said. 


He took a last drag and flicked the butt to the ground. They got into 
the car. 


"Want to go to the arcade?" he asked. 


Max blinked. Billy never offered to take her to the arcade. Sure, he 
dropped her off there often, but he never volunteered to do it. 
Plus...the way he phrased it made it sound like he actually wanted to 
go with her. The arcade wasn't a place where they hung out together; 
it was more of Max's thing. She and Billy bonded over other things: 
horror movies, the amusement park at the boardwalk in San 
Diego...monster hunting, although both of them had the silent, 
mutual hope that that wouldn't actually be a regular thing that they 
did together, or at all, really. 


"Sure," Max said. "Yeah, let's go." 


Billy drove in silence. He smoked another cigarette on the way. When 
he parked in the strip mall's parking lot, he locked the doors as Max 
was reaching for hers. She looked at him questioningly. A vague and 
nervous feeling snaked around in her gut. 


"I need to tell you something," he said, not looking at her. 


Max waited. Billy shook another cigarette out of the pack and lit it 
up. His hands were shaking a little bit. Max felt her heart quicken. 
Billy didn't say anything for a minute. 


"I need you to promise me that you're not gonna tell anyone," he 
finally said. 


"Not tell anyone what?" Max asked. 


"Max," he said urgently. He looked at her, right in the eye. "What I'm 
about to tell you needs to stay with you. Okay?" 


"Okay." 


"Say it." 
Max swallowed. 
"I promise I won't tell anyone," she said. 


Possibilities ran through her mind at lightening speed: Billy got 
expelled; Billy was about to get arrested for something; Billy got 
some girl pregnant; Billy was running away from home. 


She hoped that if it was the last one, Billy would take her with him. 
"You know Steve?" Billy asked after a moment. 
"Yeah?" 


Billy took a drag of his cigarette. And then another one. He looked 
away for a moment before looking back at her again. 


"We're not just friends," he said softly. "We're...um...we're together." 
Oh. 
Oh. 


"You're gay?" she asked dumbly. Because really, who could have 
possibly guessed that? Max thought that Billy had been dating Amy 
Richardson back in California. Billy wasn't dating another girl here, 
but Max figured that her brother was just a dumb teenage boy who 
did dumb teenage things with, like, every girl in his grade. That he 
was just taking some "free love" approach to life, like those rock stars 
he worshipped because maybe he was too preoccupied with Upside 
Down bullshit to have an actual girlfriend. 


Max wouldn't have guessed that Billy was gay in a million years. 
"Yeah," he nodded, looking down in his lap. "I'm gay." 


He brought the cigarette back to his lips. His hands were shaking 
more now. Max wanted to hug him. Wanted to tell him that 
everything was going to be okay. 


She couldn't make that kind of promise. Not while they were living 
under the same roof as Neil. But...Billy trusted her with this secret. 
Billy trusted her. She trusted Billy, too, but he was her big brother; her 
trusting him was expected. It was different than him trusting her. 


"I won't tell anyone," she promised him again. 


"Max, I'm still me," he blurted out, his voice breaking a little bit. 
"I'm...I'm still the same person I've always been, this is just...this is 
just one part of me. Just one small part. It doesn't change who I am. 
Okay?" 


"Oh my God, of course it doesn't!" Max said, her voice raised slightly. 
"What, you think that I'm just gonna, like, stop being your sister just 
because you like guys?" 


"I dunno," he shrugged. "Maybe." 


Max stared at him. Billy was right; him being gay didn't change who 
he was. He was still a dumbass. 


She punched him in the arm. Hard enough that he could feel it 
through his leather jacket. 


"Ow!" he gasped. "What was that for?" 


"You're a fucking idiot!" Max yelled. She punched him again. And 
again. 


"Ow! Jesus! Max, cut it out!" he cried, blocking her hits as well as he 
could. Which wasn't that great, because he had decided to have this 
conversation in the car with the doors locked, effectively trapping 
himself with her, because he was a dumbass. 


"You thought I wouldn't love you anymore because you're gay?" she 
demanded. 


"Jesus Christ, Maxine, I don't know!" he said. "It's fucking scary telling 
people, okay? I was fucking scared." 


Max stopped hitting him. Billy's eyes were shiny. It wasn't from Max 
punching him. 


"You were actually scared to tell me?" she asked softly. 
Billy sniffled. Max pretended not to notice. 


"If Dad ever finds out about this, he'll kill me," Billy said. It was a 
change of subject, from fear of rejection to actual imminent danger. 
"Like...he won't kick me out. He won't disown me. He'll fucking kill 
me." 


"I won't tell anyone," Max repeated. "Billy, I...1 would never do that to 
you." 


They were quiet for a few moments. 
"How long?" she asked. 


"How long what?" he asked. "How long have I been gay? I don't 
know. Since, like, forever, probably." 


"No, you dipshit," Max groaned. "How long have you been dating 
Steve?" 


"Oh," Billy said. He seemed to have relaxed a fraction. "Um, since 
November." 


Max stared at him. Without warning, she punched him again. 
"Max!" he yelped. 

"You've been sitting on this for three months?!" she cried. 

"Three months is nothing!" Billy defended. "Are you kidding me?" 
Something in Max's brain clicked into place. 


"You were with Steve the night of the Snow Ball," she said lowly. 
"When you guys were so late picking up Dustin and me." 


Billy, her stupid asshole of a brother, had the audacity to start 
laughing. 


"It's not funny!" Max yelled as she punched him. "We thought you 
guys were eaten by a fucking monster, you asshole! But instead you 


were making out?! And that's why you were so late?!" 


"Yup, just making out," Billy laughed, blocking her fists. "Absolutely 
nothing more than that." 


"EW!" Max shrieked. "You're so gross! Not even because you're gay. 
You're just gross because you're you!" 


Max landed one more punch before stopping. Billy was still giggling 
in the seat next to her. 


"Are you in love with him?" she asked. "Steve, I mean." 
"Yeah," Billy nodded. "Yeah I am." 

"I'm happy for you," she said softly. "I really am." 
"Thanks," Billy smiled. 

"If he ever hurts you, I'll kick his ass." 


"Yeah no kidding," Billy snorted. "You punch really hard for someone 
your size." 


"You're the one who taught me how to throw a punch," she reminded 
him. 


"I'm starting to regret that," he grimaced, rubbing his arm. "Want to 
play some Kung-Fu Master?" 


"What, you're ready to get your ass kicked a second time today?" Max 
teased as they got out of the car. Billy snorted and roughly ruffled her 
hair. Max swatted his handed away. 


"I love you, too, you know," he said a few minutes later, as they put 
their quarters in the arcade game 


"Yeah, you better," Max teased. 


Billy shot her a quick smile. She returned it. Then, the two of them 
focused on the screen, determined to beat each other in a stupid 
game. 


On Saturday, Steve and Billy met up with Nancy at Jonathan's house. 
The kids were all at the Wheeler's and Mrs. Byers was working, so 
they were alone. 


"My mom is on the hunt for another couch," Jonathan was saying as 
they settled in in the living room. "So if anyone sees anything at a 
thrift store or something...." 


"What's wrong with this couch?" Nancy asks as she sank down into it, 
next to Jonathan. Steve and Billy had dragged chairs over to the 
couch. 


"Nothing," Jonathan said. "It's more like she wants to 
get another couch in here because we're always over." 


Steve stole a glance at Billy, who was picking at the skin around his 
thumbnail. He did that when he was nervous or anxious. So. The skin 
around his thumbnails were constantly bloodied or scabbed or raw. 


"Hey, so we actually wanted to talk to you guys about something," 
Steve started. 


"What's up?" Jonathan asked. 


Steve hesitated. Jonathan and Nancy were looking at him 
expectantly. Nancy kept looking over at Billy, whose eyes were 
darting between her, Steve, and the floor. 


"Billy and I are in a relationship," Steve said. Might as well just rip 
the bandaid off. 


Nancy and Jonathan didn't say anything. They didn't even react at 
all. Steve's heartbeat quickened. Was telling them a mistake? Did he 
just cause Billy and himself to lose their friends? 


"We're in a relationship with each other," Billy said. As if he needed 
to clarify. 


Again, no reaction from either Nancy or Jonathan. But then, Nancy 
turned to Jonathan and, without a word, held her hand out, palm 
upturned. With a sigh, Jonathan reached into his pocket, pulled out a 
pack of gum, and placed it in her hand. Nancy's lips turned up into a 


self-satisfied smile. 

What the fuck? 

"What the fuck was that?" Billy asked. 
"I won the bet!" Nancy said happily. 
"What bet?" Steve asked. 


"Were you betting on whether or not Steve and I were together?" 
Billy asked incredulously. 


"No, no!" Jonathan said. "That part was pretty clear." 


"I bet Jonathan that you two would tell us together within a month," 
Nancy explained. "And he bet that we would catch you guys together 
before you told us." 


"Wow, okay," Steve muttered, his heartbeat steadying. "Love that you 
guys were betting on something like that. Very cool. Thanks." 


"And the wager was a pack of gum?" Billy raised an eyebrow. 


"Mm-hm," Nancy nodded. "I mean, the actual prize is being right," she 
added smugly. 


"Of course it is," Steve rolled his eyes. 


"Wait, Jonathan," Billy said. "What do you mean it was clear that we 
were together?" 


"Do you even realize how you guys look at each other?" Jonathan 
asked. 


Well, shit. 


"Don't worry," he added, a bit gentler. "It's only obvious if you're 
actually paying attention. I don't think any of the kids know. And I 
guarantee that no one at school knows. Or even thinks it's a 
possibility." 


"This can't get out, okay?" Billy said quietly. "Like..." he took a shaky 


breath. "It would be seriously bad if this got around to anyone." 


Steve caught the way Nancy bit her lip as she looked at Billy. He 
wondered if Nancy knew about Billy's dad. Billy didn't like to talk 
about it—basically shut down any questions Steve had about the 
bruises that sometimes sprung up on his wrists and cheekbones—and 
Steve totally understood that. He doubted that Billy would talk to 
Nancy about it if he wouldn't even talk to him about it. But the way 
Nancy looked at him gave Steve the idea that maybe she knew more 
than she was letting on. 


"It won't get out," Nancy promised. "We won't tell anyone anything. 
Especially not the kids. I promise." 


"Thanks," Billy said. He looked up at her. "So, you're not, like, mad at 
me right?" 


"Mad at you?" Nancy furrowed her eyebrows. "For what?" 
"For dating your ex," Billy said, as if it was supposed to be obvious. 


"Is that a joke?" Nancy asked, like she was offended. "Bee. We fought 
a monster together. Don't you think we're past that petty high school 
bullshit?" 


"I had to ask!" 


Nancy groaned and chucked a throw pillow at him. Billy laughed, 
caught it, and threw it back harder at her. Steve laughed at them. 
Laughed in relief. 


"Hey," Jonathan said to him, as Nancy and Billy started hitting each 
other with the throw pillows, seemingly devolved into three-year- 
olds. "We're really happy for you guys." 


Steve used to hate Jonathan. He couldn't even recognize his past self 
anymore. Jonathan was weird, yeah, but he was also kind and 
accepting and a fucking badass. He didn't even comment on the fact 
that Steve was into guys. And anyway, who wasn't weird? 


"Thanks, man," he smiled at him. 


Their friends had their backs. And in a world filled with monsters, 
bigots, and Neil Hargrove, that was really all that Steve could hope 
for. 


"I think I'm gonna ask her to study with me," Dustin said. 


"That's a good idea," Steve nodded in approval, keeping his eyes on 
the road. "Keep it casual and low-key at first. Get to know her a little 
bit better to see if you actually like her." 


"I do like her," Dustin grinned. "She's super pretty. And she has a 
NASA sticker on her Trapper Keeper!" 


"Nice!" Steve said. Dustin beamed. "What's her name again?" 
"Claire." 


Steve was driving Dustin home from Mike's house. Normally Dustin 
would ride his bike, but it was raining, so Steve called his house that 
morning and offered to give him a lift, since he knew from Jonathan 
that he, Will, Max, El, and Lucas were planning to hang at Mike's that 
day. 


Steve drove Dustin around pretty often, especially now that it was 
winter and too cold to comfortably bike. Dustin loved being in Steve's 
car. It always smelled clean and it just...felt safe. Since November, 
when they had become friends (and, God, Dustin was never going to 
get over the fact that he was friends with Steve Harrington), he and 
Steve had had some pretty deep talks in that car. About how Dustin 
felt horribly guilty about Dart eating Mews. About girls in his class. 
About his mom and how even though she swore up and down that 
she was happy to be single, Dustin could tell that she was just trying 
to convince herself that she was. About how kids in his grade were 
still giving him and his friends shit for being "losers." 


About how he felt like a total third wheel whenever Max and El hung 
out with them, even though Will didn't have a girlfriend either. About 
his totally selfish fear that Will would get a girlfriend before he did 
and how he hated himself for even thinking about that. 


Steve was a really good listener. He never judged Dustin for anything 
he said or asked, no matter how ridiculous or stupid it was. He gave 
good advice, and he also corrected himself if he later thought that his 
own advice was bullshit. He gave Dustin pointers with girls and told 
him that bullies were going to peak in middle school anyway. He 
helped him figure out what the hell to do with his hair and even 
helped him put together outfits sometimes that were cool and didn't 
make him look like a little kid. 


Dustin was an only child. So was Steve. He liked to think that they 
were as close to being each other's brothers as they possibly could be. 
He didn't know if the feeling was mutual. He hoped that it was. 


"What about you?" Dustin asked. "Any ladies on your radar?" 
"Not exactly," Steve said slowly. 

"Playin' the field?" he probed. 

"No," Steve said. "I'm actually with someone." 


Dustin's heart sank, just a tiny bit. Steve totally had a girlfriend. A 
girlfriend that he hadn't told Dustin about. He pushed away his hurt 
feelings, trying to play it cool. 


"What's her name?" he said teasingly. 


"Billie," he said, giving Dustin a short glance before stopping at a stop 
sign. 


"Billie who? She in your grade?" 

"Max's brother. Billy," Steve said. "He's my boyfriend." 
Dustin's brain shorted out. 

"Ha ha," he said dryly. "Yeah right." 

"I'm serious." 


"You and Billy Hargrove?" Dustin shook his head. Steve had to be 
messing with him. He had to be. "Come on." 


Steve pulled over and turned to look at Dustin. 


"Dustin," he said. "It's not a joke. Billy and I are together. Okay? 
Like...we're together." 


Steve wasn't joking. Holy shit. Steve wasn't joking. 


"Holy shit," Dustin breathed. "I though you liked girls," he added 
dumbly. 


"Some people like both," Steve shrugged. 

"Do you love him?" he asked. "Or is this just, like, a fling?" 
"I love him," Steve chuckled. "We're in love." 

"Why him though?" Dustin pressed. 

"What do you mean?" Steve laughed. 

"Why Billy Hargrove of all people? He's a jerk!" 

Dustin knew that wasn't fair. He barely knew Billy. 


"No he isn't," Steve was still laughing. "He's just very matter-of-fact 
and is, like, sarcastic. Once you get to know him, he's actually a very 
sweet guy." 


Dustin gaped at him. He never thought that Billy Hargrove, with his 
mullet and his earring and his pounding metal music, would ever be 
described as sweet. 


"He's an asshole to Max," Dustin said. "They're always, like, arguing 
and saying "fuck you" to each other. Like...they say "fuck you" to each 
other, Steve." 


"That's just how they talk to each other," he shrugged. Then turned 
serious again. 


"You can't tell anyone," he said. 


"Who am I going to tell?" 


"Will, Mike, Lucas, El. Your mom. That Claire girl," Steve rattled off. 
"I'm so serious, man, you have to keep this a secret, okay? None of 
that ‘friends don't lie’ stuff when it comes to this. You know how 
people are. Especially in this fucking town. If it got out that Billy and 
I are a couple, it would get really bad for us. Like it would actually be 
dangerous. Shit, if Billy's dad got wind of it, he'd—" 


Steve clamped his mouth shut before he could finish the sentence. 
"He'd what?" Dustin asked cautiously. "Billy's dad would do what?" 


Steve shook his head, taking a deep breath. Dustin didn't press 
further, even though he felt like he needed to ask what the hell his 
friend Max was coming home to every night. Jesus, was Max in some 
kind of danger? Was Billy? 


"I won't tell anyone," Dustin said quietly. 


"The only people who know are you, Max, and Nancy and Jonathan," 
Steve said. "That's it. Just you guys. We're not telling anyone else." 


Dustin nodded. It made sense that Max knew, because she was Billy's 
sister. And it made sense that Nancy and Jonathan knew, because 
they were older and they were Steve and Billy's friends. 


"I trust you, kiddo," Steve said with a small smile. "That's why I 
wanted to tell you." 


"I won't tell anyone," Dustin repeated. "I swear I won't." 


He spit in his hand and held it out for Steve to shake. Steve snorted. 
But. He spit in his own hand and clasped it with Dustin's. 


He started the car again. 


"Still," Dustin said. "Of all the guys in Hawkins, you're in love 
with Billy Hargrove." 


"He's hot," Steve shrugged. 


"Ew," Dustin said. "He has a mullet. And his shirt is, like, always 
unbuttoned." 


Steve laughed and reached over to give Dustin a one-handed noogie. 


Steve trusted Dustin. So maybe his brotherly feelings were mutual. 


